Then it flashed over me, Took here. Have you been talking to mother
about this thing?'
'No. She talked to me about it.'
'What did she say?'
4 You might ask her,'
I was hurt. My own mother talking over my private affairs with my
best friend, saying nothing to me. I was angrily ashamed of the situation
and began to feel both Catherine and I were betrayed. She now seemed to
need my care and protection. A feeling that had been merely warm and
affectionate began to deepen.
'Well,' said Cecil, 'let's not quarrel. You couldn't manage an acquaint-
ance with more than one anyway. You are a born "soloist", I know you.
You'll have to go it alone in everything all through life. Only why go so
desperately fast? You'll go far enough soon enough. Why try to put into
a month what would last any reasonable fellow a year at least? I wish I had
more of your sensibility and steam, Frank, and you had more of my sense
and laziness.
'Don't feel I'm unsympathetic or that I am saying anything against
Catherine. For all anybody knows she may be just the girl for you.'
On the way home to Oak Park that evening I was going over the scene
I knew coming with mother.
I got home and sat silent at supper with mother, the girls, and Miss
Chapin. Mother's looks inquiring silently. Upstairs in rny room after supper
she came in to see what had gone wrong with the day.
'What is it, my son?'
'Mother! Why go around to Cecil about Kitty and me?'
She didn't even look surprised. ' Why, indeed?' she said and smiled.
It didn't seem a smiling matter to me, so I burst out with—'Why all
this anxiety and fuss over a perfectly natural thing? What's it all about
anyway? You are making nature monstrous. Where is the sense in it?'
'Frank, have you thought of the consequences to this young girl of your
singling her out to the exclusion of all others?'
She had begun on a vulnerable spot. Her first shot went home. 'No, of
course I haven't. But isn't she the best judge of what that means to her?
I don't see how I can judge for her. And if she can't, how about her father
and mother?'
'Her mother's in trouble with her over this already. It seems beyond
her mother's control.'
'So you went to see her mother too?'
'Yes. Catherine, accustomed to having her own way, has been giving
her mother trouble. She seems to be unreasonable, as you are.*
'Well, that proves, doesn't it, that it's all all right for her? So why this
worry, anxiety, anguish, curiosity and prying, praying and gossip, to make
a perfectly natural thing scandalous? I don't get it at all. I've never seen
you like this, mother. It doesn't seem like you. You have always said,
"If you have to choose between the good and the true, choose truth." And,
God! Mother—what in this matter is Truth?'
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